SAM  JOPLI1SPS  EPIGASTRIC  NEKVE

out the chairs at the coffee-room table. He was too
overcome to speak.

Joplin dropped into the one hung with ivy and
rested his hands on the table.

" Lord! how good it is to get here! " he said,,
gazing about him, a tremble in his voice. " You don't
know what I've gone through,, boys."

" Why, we thought you were getting fat, Joppy,"
burst out Marny at last. Up to this time his voice,
like that of the others, seemed to have left him, so
#reat was his surprise and anxiety.

Joplin waved his forefinger toward Marny in a
deprecatory way, as if the memory of his experience
was too serious for discussion, played with his fork
a moment, and said slowly:

" Will you lay it up against me, fellows, if I tell
you the truth? I'm not as strong as I was and a
good deal of the old fight is out of me."

" Lay up nothin'! " cried Malone. " And when it
comes to fightin* ye kin count on me every------"

" Dry up! " broke in Marny. " You're way off,
Malone. "No, Joppy, not a man here will open his
head: say the rest."

" Well, then, listen," continued the Bostonian. " I
did everything they told me: got up at daylight;
walked around the spring seven times; sipped the
water; ate what they prescribed; lay in wet sheets
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